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The Alberg 30 had been our dreamboat ever since we first saw one. That was back when my 
brothers and I bought our first sailboat, a 12’ Sea Witch, at Backyard Boats. Back in ’74 that must 
have been. For $300, $100 each out of  savings, we bought her, a roof  rack to put atop our bucket of  
bolts (although I wasn’t of  driving age yet), two paddles, three life jackets, a tiny anchor, and a ‘How 
To Sail’ book. We launched from Carr’s Wharf  those first couple of  years and it was on the Rhode 
and West Rivers, we rarely ventured beyond Dutchman’s Point, that we first saw Albergs.  

Of  course, we didn’t know what the A stood for emblazoned on the mainsail back then, but we at 
least had the wherewithal to figure out that the 30 in A30 meant she was a 30 footer. Didn’t see 
many boats much bigger back in the early 70’s, so I had it in my mind early on that if  we ever owned 
a big 30 footer with an A on the sail, well, we’d have made it. 

Our family had no sailing background whatsoever. Vacations had always been on the Jersey Shore 
so we never saw the Chesapeake. Then one year our parents decided to day trip over to OC just to 
check it out. I can’t speak with certainty for my older brothers, Sherod and Steve, but that was my 
first bay bridge crossing and it just so happened that we had a great view of  a fleet of  sailboats that 
day. The three of  us were entirely enamored by the sight and decided then and there to become 
sailors. That was the summer of  ‘73 I guess, but won’t swear to it.  

Well we were hooked the first day the Sea Witch tasted water. Not just with sailing, but with the 
Bay. Teenagers on a boat in unknown waters without parents? We weren’t cruisers, we were 
explorers. Even the drive out to Anne Arundel County was an adventure that first summer. Hell, it 
took some research just to discover Carr’s Wharf. No internet and worldwide web back then. 

By the time I could drive we’d used up the Sea Witch. We wanted to push farther afield and that 
meant overnights, which of  course meant a boat with a cabin. The big A30 was still a distant dream. 
Sherod was 20 by then and I was 16 with Steve in the middle. Well, we dipped into savings again, but 
this time for serious money, almost $3K. I’ve been broke ever since. Boat number two was a used 
Siren 17 complete with a trailer, Merc 4 outboard and a port-a-john. Now we could stretch our legs a 
bit. She was berthed in Eastport when we bought her and we stayed there for a couple of  seasons. 
Plenty of  A30 boats across the creek at the Annapolis Yacht Club back then, but we didn’t know 
anyone over there. Eastport was still more a waterman’s town. It was about then that I decided the A 
must have stood for Annapolis. We were very active on the water, but not at all part of  the sailing 
community so there was nobody to correct me.  

That Siren took us lots of  places; back to the Rhode behind Big Island was our first overnighter 
on the hook with a cooler of  beer and subs, plus cheap cigars for entertainment. And we felt like 
Columbus making landfall the first time we crossed the Bay to St. Michaels and tied up at the Crab 
Claw. Those days didn’t suck. As we pushed further out we noticed the A30s rafted together. That 
looked fun to me as a teenager and it never disappointed once we got there. But we still weren’t 
there yet. 



Then Sherod fell in love and at the ripe old age of  22, he and Deb got married. The Siren wasn’t 
big enough for four, one being a girl however accepting of  her brothers-in-law she might be. The 
Alberg (yes, somewhere along the way I discovered the proper name for the boat) was still out of  
reach but we needed a V berth, a head with privacy and standing head room down below. The 
answer was a Seafarer 26, again used, which we purchased in my freshman year of  college. The dip 
into savings dug deeper. 

Well, we pushed Amoret, the Seafarer, as far as she could go over the next ten years and we were 
still hungry for more. By now we were dreaming of  blue water or at least of  being blue water 
capable. The sailboat industry had changed a lot in the ‘80’s and the Alberg was beginning to look 
like a has-been boat to some, a classic to the discerning eye. We bought the cheapest Alberg we 
could find in the spring of  1990. Already dubbed Cookin’, I was 30 when we met. She was 19. A bit 
of  a fixer upper, but Cookin’ was an Alberg. We’d finally made it! Six of  us picked her up in 
Cambridge, Maryland to sail her home to Valentine Creek on the Severn River: my two brothers and 
me, Paul Bartock, Mike Burlingame and Paul Dominiski. Of  course it was blowing hard out of  the 
North that day, but we wanted to put her through her paces with full main and #1. We were soaked 
with spray from every swell all day long.  Perfect.  I’ll always remember that first day sailing our 
Alberg. My sailing life of  15 years, from 15 years, had led me to that day. Of  that inaugural Cookin’ 
crew only Steve and I remain. It was a great day, boys and so it shall always  be. Here’s to y’all! 



Another lady entered my life that fall of 1990. Fortunately, the two loves of my life get along. 
Renee recalls our first Alberg 30 One Design Association event very positively. It was just the 
two of us on Cookin’ when we joined the raft off the pier at Sandy Point to race with the 
skipjacks the next day. Not knowing anyone, we were a bit nervous. Renee more so than me. But 
early in the evening she hooked up with some of the Alberg ladies in the rest room. The rest is 
history. 

We sailed Cookin’ all over the Bay just as we had sailed Amoret. One day, late in the season in 
’93, Renee and I were doing donuts waiting for the Severn River draw bridge to open. It started 
to snow as I recall so it must have been a bit past the season. So waiting for the bridge, I was 
telling Renee of my dream to sail to Bermuda. Right away she said let’s do it. And so we did, 
getting our first taste of blue water in the summer of ’95. We made it there and back again with 
family and friends, not without misadventure, but we made it. And so we were hooked on ocean 
sailing. Which never would have happened without Renee. My muse who makes my dreams 
come true.  

Bermuda Bound

 





Living Aboard And Beyond

And so we saved, we studied and outfitted Cookin’. Ultimately me and my girls, Renee and 
Cookin’, returned to blue water. The three of us set out in ’99 for a life changing adventure that 
took us south down the east coast, Bahamas, Bermuda (again!) and the Azores to Europe. 
Renee’s hometown of Vienna beckoned and we answered. Billy Joel is right, Vienna waits for 
you. Don’t make her wait. Just go! I still love that town. Vienna was our home for two years. In 
fits and starts, Cookin’ explored the Med and reached as far east as Greece. Only caught a 
glimpse of the Aegean and she sings to my soul. Someday, someway.  

But Vienna was too far from water and ultimately we said goodbye to Europe and returned to 
our beloved Chesapeake. And here we have remained with just the occasional short term taste of 
salt on the keel. Happy at home raising our crew, but never truly content on the beach. 

The Navy Docks, Bermuda



Cookin’ will always be our boat. We’re still broke. But she’s worth it. I can’t really imagine 
parting with her under any circumstances. Although when I think of our family sailing the North 
Atlantic Circle now that the kids are a bit older, even I have to admit we might be pinched for 
space. Still, you sail what you’ve got or you just don’t sail. And that won’t do. It’s our intention 
to sail the Circle. It’s by no means a certainty, but intention is a powerful force.  Stay foolish, 
stay hungry. 

St. Georges Cut, Bermuda Outbound for the Azores



Renee and David in the Azores



 

Approaching Gibraltar

Atop the Rock

Back on the Bay

Renee and David in the Azores

David on top of the Rock of Gilbratlar



Approach to Gilbraltar






